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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
Had this idea whilst using the restroom, and | posted it on Facebook. 


My bestie begged me to write it. 


So | am. 


Prologue: 

When Lunette first laid eyes on her new baby girl, with her chubby arms and pink fists and big, brown eyes, 
she had never loved anything more. 

She knew exactly what to name her, and so, her little crying ball of blubber was named Chloe Michelle. 


Lunettes husband, Daryl, was overjoyed at the sight of his child, and as soon as they got home from the 


hospital he insisted on caring for her while Lunette got some sleep. 


Begrudgingly, Lunette agreed, and stole off to their room to sleep whilst Daryl coddled and rocked their 


newborn. 


Days turned into weeks and Chloe began to grow, and she had developed slight insomnia, refusing to sleep at 


night. 
So Lunette and Daryl played music for her, going through various types. 


Chloe hated classical, would scream at Blues, kicked in her crib and cried violently over country, and just about 


tore the eardrums out of everyone on the block over rap. 
So one evening, Daryl slipped one of his own cassettes into the player, and then snuck out, waiting. 
The sound of guitars started playing, and then words. 

"Do you know what you want? Don't know for sure, 

You don't feel right, can't find the cure, 

And you getting less than what you're lookin for 

You don't have money or a fancy car, 

An you're tired of wishing on a falling star 

You gotta put your faith in a loud guitar. 

God gave rock n roll to you 

Gave rock n roll to you 

God gave rock n roll to everyone 

God gave rock n roll to you 


Gave rock n roll to you 


Put it in the soul of everyone..” 
When he peeked in, little Chloe was sound asleep. 
Lunette was angry that he'd stuck rock music in the player, but when she saw that it put Chloe to sleep, she 


gave up and let him. 


She began getting only the best door Chloe: Guns N Roses, Poison, Cinderella, Aerosmith. 


Chloe still fussed a bit over every song except ones by KISS, so Lunette got as many KISS cassettes as she 


could. 
Chloe seemed to like KISS best from 1982-1984, but she wouldn't fuss over the other years. 
Chloe began to grow more, until she no longer fit in her crib. 


The Manchester family had to move many times in the next few years, unaware of what a strain that put on 


their little girl. 


But in a few years they would make one final move, and then everything changed. 


Another Move 


Chloe sighed, leaning her head against the glass of the backseat window. 

They had been on the road for hours and she was bored. 

She wanted to play her guitar, but it was with the moving trucks back in Brooklyn, and wouldn't get to their 
new house until the next day. 

She hated moving. 


Her family had moved countless times throughout her childhood, and she hated making new friends just to lose 
them again. 


The schools were even worse. 


So much hassle to set her up at a new school every year or so, and her mom would just smile widely and say 
"tll be great! You'll have new friends in no time!" 


But it didn't change the fact that once her mom dropped her off, Chloe would be in the restroom, fighting the 


tears that streamed down her face. 


She was trying to be a big girl, especially because mommy and daddy looked so stressed, but it was hard. 


Two hours of unimaginable boredom later, her dad pulled off the highway to go to a rest stop. 
Chloe immediately leaped from the car to stretch her legs, walking around in circles. 

"Is this going to be the last move?" Chloe suddenly asked, and her parents looked at each other. 
"Hey, why don't you two stay here while | drive over and order us a pizza? How does that sound?" 
"Okay daddy," Chloe said dully, knowing he was trying to change the subject without answering 


Her mood brightened, however, as her mouth was stuffed with the greasy, cheesy goodness of pepperoni and 


double cheese pizza 


After another huge bite, Chloe grimaced, spitting the chewed up wad into a napkin. 


" Chloe! What on Earth is wrong? " 
"There's a mushroom on my pizza," Chloe said, trying to wash the taste out with her large Pepsi 
"Im sorry, honey, | didn't know you didn't like mushrooms," her dad said apologetically. 

Chloe frowned 

Yes, he did She'd told him countless times before. 

"But | told you before | don't," she said 


"Chloe Michelle, this day is stressful enough without your attitude!" Her mom interjected, "quiet down and 


finish your pizza. Just pick the mushrooms off" 


Chloe turned away from her pizza. She wasn't hungry anymore. 


Twenty minutes later they were back on the road, and after a long time it begun getting dark. 
"I have to go to the bathroom," Chloe announced. 
"We've only been on the road for two hours. You can wait." Her dad said, turning on the radio. 


Her dads music interest had changed over the years, and now the car was filled with the lazy strums and 


slow croons of country music. 
Chloe grimaced at the awful music and miserably stared out the window at the sky, watching the moon 
She thought she saw a shooting star, and so she made a wish. 


"Please give me a friend who won't leave..and please make everything change. | can't stand all this moving. Its 


horrible and not fair." 
A tear rolled down her cheek, and then she realized the star was a plane. 
She turned away from the window, sniffing and closing her eyes. 


But little did she know, plane or no plane, her wish would be granted.. 
And much sooner than she thought. 


The New House 


Chloe stretched her sore legs from where she lay across the back seats of the car. 

She hadn't slept well the previous night, and now she was grumpy and stiff and still tired. 
The car pulled to a stop and she sat up, looking out the window. 

They had parked in front of a house with a white gate in the front: 

The house itself was an odd mauve color, with maroon shutters and a dark red door. 


The roof was made of brown shingles, and there was a tiny, circular attic window. 


Chloe slowly got out of the car, walking up to the house and looking it over. 


She looked to see what the house beside it looked like, and was shocked to see it looked old and rusted, and not 
fit for living. 


It was the kind of house that fit in a haunting, old and barren and..sad. 
She would want to explore it later, but for now she had a new house of her own to check out. 


She straightened the wrinkles from her flowered skirt and ran up onto the porch, waiting for her dad to unlock 
the door. 


"Slow down, | can only go so fast!" Her dad said as he struggled to the door with a box in his arms. 
He set it down with a huff, pulling out a set of keys and unlocking the front door. 
Chloe ran inside while her mom helped her dad carry a few boxes in from the trunk. 


Chloe ran upstairs, looking through the spacious rooms with lacquered mahogany floors and empty corners, 
searching till she found the perfect room for herself. 


And she found it. 
It was a sizeable room with an equally sizeable closet, and the window had a view of the neighboring house. 


Chloe spun around a few times in the middle of the room before going back downstairs. 


"When will the truck get here?" She asked as her dad set another bOx in what would later be the living room. 
"| don't know, sweetie. They should be here around noon" 

"What time is it now?" Chloe pressed, bouncing on her heels. 

Her dad checked his watch, "8:30." 

Chloe let out an impatient sigh. 

"Can | walk around for a bit?" 

"Sure, just remember to stay on this block and don't talk to strangers." 


Unfortunately, had her dad not been irritated, he never would have let her just wander off, but he was more 


concerned with unpacking. 
Chloe wandered outside and down the sidewalk, looking at all the houses. 


It was late summer, and school would be starting in a month, and she wanted to see as much of the town as 


possible first. 

The sky was a deep blue, with inky singular flecks of white clouds dotted here and there. 

The leaves on the many different types of trees rustled as a cool breeze whispered through them. 
The breeze itself carried the sweet smell of fuchsia and cherry blossom, and Chloe inhaled deeply. 
She continued to walk, hoping that the time would pass quicker. 

She meandered around for awhile longer before heading home. 


Her mom was just paying a delivery guy when Chloe arrived home, and instantly Chloe could smell the delicious 


aroma of chop suey and chicken lo mein 

She hurried inside after her mom, helping her unpack three plates and some forks. 
Her mom called her dad to come downstairs and eat, and then they dug in 

Chloe set her fork aside, picking up the chopsticks that came with the meal. 


She slid them between her fingers and tried picking up a piece of chicken, which slid back onto the plate. 


She wouldn't give up though. 

She tried and tried and it didn't work so her mom cleared her throat: 

"Sweetie, maybe you should eat now and practice with those when you aren't hungry: 
"Okay" Chloe frowned as she put the chopsticks down and picked up her fork 


She'd seen Chinese commercials where the happy, squinting Chinese people were eating with chopsticks, and it 


looked so easy. 

In her head she pictured herself sitting with the Chinese people, speaking their language (which as young as 
she was, really sounded like Chung Ching chong ) 

and eating with chopsticks. 

In her daydream, the Chinese lord stood and then a long, silvery Chinese dragon slid up beside him. 
She asked to pet the dragon and the Chinese man bowed low, nodding. 

"Chloe?" 

Her mom's voice broke her daydream. 

"Yes, mom?" 

"Aren't you going to eat?" 

"Yog" 


Chloe ate her food, deciding to see if there was a library nearby. 


She would get out a book about chopsticks and how to hold them. 


Before she knew it, a huge truck pulled up and her dad ran outside to meet the driver. 


They began unloading their stuff into the house, and Chloe anxiously watched, waiting for her stuff to be 


unloaded. 


Finally everything was out of the truck and after dad paid the men, they left. 


Her parents began moving furniture around and situating things, and Chloe dragged her boxes upstairs to her 


room. 
She began situating her stuff, stacking her clothes on the floor and getting out her guitar. 
She set it atop it's amp and speaker, and continued. 


This was going to be a long day.. 


New School 


All too soon it was time to send Chloe off to her new school, and Chloe was both curious and scared 
Her mom, as predicted, told her it would be okay. 

As soon as Chloe got out of the car and stood alone, staring at the school building, she didn’t feel okay. 
She forced herself up the steps, through the push doors, and to the main office. 

The receptionist looked up, "Hello dear, are you the new girl?" 

Chloe nodded. 


"Your first class is down the hall, once you take a left. First door.” 


Chloe blinked, still staring. 
"Do you want me to take you to it?" the receptionist asked kindly, and Chloe nodded again. 


The woman behind the desk got up and slid out of the small reception room, leading Chloe down the hall to her 


class. 

She dropped her off at the door and then, after an encouraging smile and nod, walked back the way she'd came. 
Chloe stared at the door, wiping her sweaty palms on her pants. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat and slowly reached for the doorknob. 

Before she could touch it, the door opened, and a tall man stood in the doorway. 

"Well hi there, young lady!" He boomed, a huge smile on his face. 

Chloe looked up at him, startled. 

"Sorry to scare you! I'm Mr Jenkins! I'm one of the faculty. Is this your first class?" 

Mr. Jenkins was a tall, balding man in his early fifties. 


Dark blond hair covered the lower half of his head, and the top was shiny and smooth. 


He had small, wire rimmed spectacles planted low on the bride of his large nose, and his ears had a funny way 


of sticking out from the sides of his head. 


He wore a pinstriped white button down tucked into tan colored slacks, and he had on long, shiny chestnut 


colored shoes. 
Chloe didn't feel intimidated by him though, just nervous. 
She nodded, and Mr. Jenkins led her into the classroom. 


"Students, I'd like to introduce Chloe Manchester, she's new to this school and deserves none less than our 


warmest welcome!" 

"Hi Chloe," the students said in unison, and Chloe waved a little, nervous in the spotlight. 

Mr. Jenkins showed Chloe to a seat, and then the class began. 

EX 

Chloe sat on the bus as it drove along, stopping every few blocks to drop off a few children 


The bus finally pulled up to her house, and Chloe slipped between the chairs and out the bus doors, jumping off 
the steps and running up the sidewalk 


She noticed a moving truck parked in the neighbouring house's driveway as she went, and she stopped for a 


moment to look at it before unlatching the gate and walking to her house. 

"Hey dear!" Her mom greeted her when she walked into the kitchen 

"How was school today?" 

"It was okay," Chloe said, setting her backpack on the floor and sitting down at the table. 
"Where's daddy?" 


"He got a new job over at the bank! He doesn't get off until 8 though. Oh, | almost forgot! | made you a little 


surprise..." 
Her mom walked over to the fridge and opened it, lifting a covered pan out. 


"Cherry cheesecake with extra cherries, just the way you like it. And a glass of chocolate milk," her mom 


continued as she uncovered the cheesecake and set it on the table. 


"Thanks mom! " Chloe exclaimed, mouth watering at the gooey red and creamy white goodness in the pan 
Her mom cut her a slice and put it on a plate, setting a glass of chocolate milk beside it 

Chloe took a sip of the milk 

‘Mmm,thus is my favorite kind" She said, and her mom smiled 

"Tru-moo. | always remember that, sweetie. So how was school REALLY?" 

She cut herself a small slice of cheesecake and sat down beside her daughter 

"It wasn't my old school but it was okay. | like teacher Jerkins. He's a nice man’ 

"First day and already a favored teacher! Any kid friends yet?" 


"No. But | just started. People probably don't like talking to strangers." Chloe said around a mouth full of 


cheesecake. 

"You're not a stranger! Don't worry, dear, they'll warm up." 

Her mom reached over and brushed some Graham cracker crumbs off Chloe's cheek with a smile. 
| guess so," Chloe said, and then remembered. 

"| saw a moving truck next door. What's going on? " 


"| don't know! I'm going to be nosey and snoop around. | was in the kitchen and the van wasn't there but then 


once | came to the door | saw it. 
| wonder who's moving in" 
Chloe nodded. 


She, too, wondered who was moving in. 


The Neighbor 


Author's Notes: 
Wow where did my friends go? 


It took Chloe a few weeks to get fully accustomed to her new school, but eventually she got the hang of it. 


She'd been so preoccupied with school that she barely noticed when the moving truck came and went to the 
neighboring house! 


However, one day the moving truck didn't return, and she became even more curious. 
Her mom had snooped and snooped but came up with nothing. 


"Maybe I'll make a pie and take it to them," she pondered one afternoon, "or is that too old fashioned for the 
20th century?" 


"Who do you think lives there?" Chloe asked from where she was drawing at the kitchen table. 
"| don't know.perhaps someone was actually moving OUT?" 
"But | feel like someone lives there now." Chloe bit her lip. 


"We'll have to wait and see." 


* eK 


Little did they know, the man who moved in was a recluse to the extreme. 


He kept his curtains shut, his doors locked, his lights dimmed and he never, ever came outside or showed 


himself to the public eye. 


His reasons would not be uncovered for some time. 


* eK 


As the weeks went by Chloe became more and more curious about the elusive neighbor, and she decided it 


was time to speak to them. 


She wrote "Hello" on a piece of paper and walked over to the dark house, sliding it through the mail a lot on 


the door. 
For days she awaited a reply, but it never came. 


So she tried again. 


And she wrote, 

Dear Neighbor 

Hi my name is Chloe and | live next door. 

| haven't seen you and wanted to say | hope you are okay and my parents would love to talk to you. 
I'd like to talk to you too. 

| moved here recently and | have no friends yet. 


Awaiting your response. 


Chloe waited another few days, sitting on the other side of the door after school. 

Finally, after three more tries and three more letters, she got a response. 

‘| don't know why you decided to contact me or what you know about me but | came here to live alone and 
without disturbances. 


| request you leaving me to my peace and quiet and stop sitting on my porch’ 


This message shocked Chloe but didn't sway her. 


She let a few days go by before replying. 


‘Dear Neighbor 

l'm sorry that you felt | was invading your privacy. 
It wasn't on purpise. 

| don't know anything about you but I'd like too. 

| think you seem like a nice person’ 


((*The spelling errors are on purpose*)) 


Chloe didn't receive another reply. 


She was still determined to get a response out of the neighbor, and she wouldn't stop until she did. 


The Response 


‘Dear neighbor, 

Do you listen to any music? 

| do. 

| mostly like Rock music, KISS in perticuler. 
Have you heard of KISS? 


If you have, which era do you prefer? 
So do you like it here? 


Awaiting your reply’ 


Chloe refused to give up on this strange neighbor. 
She didn't tell her mom about them, though. 


She wanted to keep it between her and the neighbor. 

She didn't get another reply for weeks. 

It was late September when she finally received one, and she honestly wasn't expecting it: 

She had walked up the sidewalk a bit to peek at the neighboring house's porch to see if there was anything 


there, and there was. 


A bright white sheet of paper, folded as if to fit in an envelope. 


She skipped over and picked it up. 


‘Besides constantly being bothered | don't mind it here. 
And yes | have heard of KISS. 


If you know so much about the eras, what do you think of Vinnie Vincent? 


Chloe tucked the letter in her backpack and ran home. 

"Well you look happy today sweetie!" Her mom said when Chloe burst inside. 
Chloe nodded, "I am! | made a friend! * 

"Good for you! | told you you would!" 


"Be down soon! | got some stuff to do! Love you mommy!" Chloe ran upstairs and immediately got to work 
replying. 


‘Dear neighbor, 

| love Vinnie Vincent! He's my favorite! He inspired me to play guitar. | really want to meet him someday. 
Ive heard at school that he did some bad stuff but | don't care. If God forgives, so do |. 

Did you ever meet him? 


Awaiting your reply’ 


She was so happy that the neighbor was finally letting her in, so to speak. 


She went back downstairs, "Mommy can | take a walk real quick?" 


"Alright just hurry back and stay close to this block!" 


"Okay!" Chloe pulled her jean jacket on and hurried outside, going straight next door and slipping her letter 
through the door. 
She sat with her back against the door, paper in hand, waiting. 


It was about |5 minutes before a folded letter slid back out. 


‘Why are you outside? Its cold. Don't sit out here. | can't let you in 
And l'm glad you feel that way about him. 

Im sure he's sorry for whatever he did. 

He inspired you, did he? What type of guitar do you have? 


How far along are you in learning it? 


Chloe giggled as she read, and then, tucking the letter into her pocket, she started writing back. 


‘Dear neighbor, 


Its not that cold. And l'm happy you don't judge him! Its not nice to judge people. 

People were mean to him. 

And my guitar is a Gibson. | wanted a pink one like his but mommy couldn't afford that. Mines a brown Gibson. 
lm pretty far, | can play a few songs and | mastered the notes. 


Do you play guitar? 


A few more minutes before the reply. 


‘Yes | do. | do own a pink Gibson like his. 


I've been playing for years. ' 


‘Dear neighbor 


Can | hear you play sometime? 
My room faces a window in your house. 
I'd love to hear you play! 


Do you think you could help me with mine? 


This reply took longer, and it started getting dark. 


‘Perhaps | could play it.l'm not sure. 
| dislike public interaction. 
And | don't really teach others guitar. 


Its getting dark, isn't it? Go home: 


Chloe smiled, writing a quick reply. 


‘Dear neighbor 


Its okay. | wish Vinnie himself could teach me. Do you think he would? Or do you think he'd find me to be a 


pest? 


Okay, I'll go home. 


Talk to you tomorrow!" 
After a moment, she added 


‘PS. thanks for being my friend’ 


Chloe slid the letter through the door and stood up, brushing off her skirt before walking down the steps onto 
the sidewalk and heading home. 


Guitar 
Chloe was excited. 
She didn't know much about the neighbor but at least she had a friend. 


When she got home from school she immediately ran upstairs to finish her homework but her mind was stil 


on the neighbor and the possible friendship. 


When night fell she hurried to finish dinner and help with the dishes before going back upstairs and hooking up 


her guitar. 


She opened her bedroom window that faced the neighboring house and pulled back the curtains, beginning to 
play. 


She was playing riffs from the Vinnie Vincent Invasion album. 


At one point in her playing she hit a wrong note and frowned, frustrated because she always got that key 


wrong. 


She continuously looked to the neighbor's window to see if she could see anything or any signs that they were 


listening. 
Nothing. 


It was as she looked back to her guitar and continued to play that she missed seeing the light in the room 


across from her come on and a silhouette pass by the curtains. 


After hitting the wrong note again she looked to the window and noticed a piece of paper against the glass 
outside of the curtain and on it was written 


G flat 


Curiously she looked at the paper and then went through the riff again, opting to use g flat instead of the B 
flat that she had used the first time. 


It worked. 


A smile lit up on her face and she continued to play, occasionally hitting wrong notes that would quickly be 


corrected by the neighbor. 


This went on for about 2 hours before her mother called up to her and told her it was time for bed. 


"Okay!" Chloe called back, getting up and unplugging her guitar. 
She waved to the window before closing her own and pulling the curtains closed. 


She ran into the bathroom and brushed her teeth before going back into the bedroom and changing into her 


pajamas. 

She crawled into bed with a smile on her face. 

She would have pleasant dreams tonight. 

žk% 

The neighbor had told himself he never wanted contact with other people again. 


But this girl reminded him of his daughters whom he had lost custody of during the divorce between him and 
his wife. 


She was so innocent and young and kind and he couldn't help but like her. 
She never gave up, and that was what really got his attention 

Perhaps he could help her. 

Maybe he WOULD 

He didn't want her knowing about him yet, however. 


For now, he needed to sleep on it. 


Window Guitar 


For the next week, Chloe continued to receive "lessons" from the neighbor, and one night, she had a surprise! 
The window was open in the neighboring house, and the curtains were drawn back. 
There was a light on, and it shined as brightly as Chloe's curiosity. 


A figure walked over to the window, and Chloe could only see their shoulders and down, however she now could 


tell it was a male. 

The man held a Gibson that looked just like Vinnie's from the VVI, and Chloe's eyes lit up. 
It felt as though it were Vinnie himself, wielding his guitar and playing. 

When the man started to play, Chloe's jaw dropped. 

He played just like Vinniell! 


She recognized the song and began to play along with her own guitar, and the two harmonized perfectly, 


although she hit a few wrong notes occasionally. 
She had never been this happy! 


After an hour or so, her mom came up to see what the racket was about, and Chloe hurriedly shut her 


curtains. 
"Just me, mommy!" 
"Okay, dear.. Its about time for your bed. Go brush your teeth.” 


Her mom hugged her and kissed her cheek before going back downstairs, and Chloe looked out the window, 
being met with darkness. 


The man had gone. 


She felt a bit sad, but she still crawled into bed later with a huge smile. 


* * * 


The man was quickly warming up to Chloe. 


He didn't quite want to but he just needed contact so desperately and she was there. 
He was still too nervous to let her see him, but that would change eventually. 
For once, he slid into bed smiling. 


* eK 


‘Dear neighbor, 

Last night was great! 

You played JUST like Vinnie Vincent! 

And your guitar is beautifull 

Thank you, it was one of the best nights ever! 

| hope we can actually meet one day, you seem great! 


Awaiting your reply’ 


A Heart To Heart 


‘Hello, 

Thank you, | haven't played that guitar in years. 

Maybe some day, but for now | prefer staying anonymous. 

You are doing very well with your guitar as well, I'm impressed at your progress. 


You could do big things, Chloe: 


The reply almost made Chloe cry. 

She was so utterly happy. 

When she got home from school she even asked her mom, "Mom, we don't have to move again, do we?" 
Her mom was surprised, but said she didn't think so. 

Chloe finished her homework and skipped over to sit on the neighbors porch,Back against the door. 
‘Dear neighbor, 

Thank you so muchl! Do you really think | could become someone great? 


Awaiting your reply’ 

She folded the paper up and slid it through the door. 
A few moments later, a reply dropped out. 

‘You already are. 


How was school today? 


Chloe smiled. 


‘It was good. Got bullied though..don't tell my mom: 


‘What happened? And no of course not: 


‘Well, a few of the girls were picking on my clothing style, and also my music taste. They said I'd never be good 
at anything unless | hung out with them: 

‘Don't listen to them. 

You are so far superior to them, its not funny. 


They just live a life alone because instead of being kind and owning up to their mistakes, they shut themselves 
off from the world, thus resulting in the desire for others to suffer as they have. 


Trust me, | know. 


Did you say anything to them?! 


Chloe frowned a bit, not wanting to believe that this man was ever mean like those girls. 


‘No. | just turned and walked away. 


| don't think you could ever be like them: 


‘Walking away is much better than trying to argue with fools. 


And | was. was much more self pitying though, and didn't care if | put others in misery, as long as it saved 


me from my own! 


Chloe pondered this letter for awhile. 


‘You're not a bad person ' 


‘When you're older you'll understand the severity that one's previous mistakes create if the past is not let go 


and the future beheld humbly and with positivity and selflessness.’ 
‘For being such a ‘bad person you make a lot of positive and smart points.’ 


‘With knowledge comes experience and many mistakes. ' 


Chloe bit her lip. 


‘Ill be back tomorrow, Mommy's calling me. Thanks for being my friend: 


Pondering Revelation 


He knew it would soon be time to admit the truth, but he couldn't bring himself to. 
He was ashamed, for the most part. 

What if she didn't forgive what he'd done years ago? 

Why did he care what she thought? 

Because in the midst of all the hatred, she saw him as a saint. 

Because she was like his own daughter, and he cared deeply for the girl. 


For days and weeks and now months, she had sat against his door, talking to him without a worry of the 


weather or danger of oncoming darkness. 

She considered him her friend, and not many people did. 

He owed it to her, really. 

But what was stopping him? 

He was still worried that she wouldn't think of him as a saint if she realized who he was. 
She would be disappointed 

He just couldn't meet her expectations. 


But little did he know, he already had. 


* eK 


Chloe coughed loudly, looking around the class to see if she'd drawn attention 
She had. 
She heard one of the mean girls mock her with a high pitched, squeaky cough. 


She stared at her assignment, biting her lip. 


Lately she'd been waking up feeling sick, and she vomitted often, without telling her mom. 


She thought maybe it was a cold or a flu. 


But today was worse. 

She felt nauseous the whole day, and when she got home she just wanted to curl up and sleep forever. 
This went on for a long time, amd eventually her mom found out. 

She gave her flu medicine, and pulled her from school for awhile. 

After a week, Chloe was well enough to go back to school, but the nurse called her mom at noon. 
"Mrs. Manchester? This is Ms. Reckenburg, the school nurse. Your daughter Chloe has been in my office for 
about twenty minutes, she's been vomiting all day and | only just not found out about it. " 

"Oh my goodness, | will pick her up right away!" 

She immediately drove to the school to pick Chloe up. 

The weeks following were dreadful. 

Chloe got thinner. 

She paled considerably and she was always nauseous. 

She would get tired in the middle of the day with no reason 


Her mom was worried about her, and was going to take her to the hospital immediately. 


The neighbor didn't hear from Chloe for a long time, and he began worrying. 


He had almost given up when he received a reply. 


Revelation 


‘Dear neighbor, 
I've been horribly sick for some time now, when | get better | will start coming over again. 


Don't leavel: 


* * * 

Chloe's mom called her dad from work, and they took her to the hospital. 
The doctor was with her for over an hour before he called her parents back. 
He gave them his diagnosis, and immediately Lunette began crying. 

Chloe didn't really understand. 


When they got home, she begged to go out for a little while, and her mom reluctantly let her, saying to stay 


near the house and wear a heavy coat. 

While Chloe was out, her mom and her dad had a long talk. 

Chloe slowly walked next door and sat on the neighbors porch, beginning to write. 

‘Dear neighbor, 

l'm back! 

| had to go to the hospital and get a checkup. 

| didn't really hear what the docter told mommy but she started crying. 

He said that | needed a follow up appointment to make sure he was right. have just been sleepy a lot and | get 
sick a lot. | hope it doesn't last much longer, | don't like being sick : 

‘Chloe, 


| hope you get better! 


| am very very sorry to hear about this. 


Just sleep often, make sure your mother feeds you plenty, and just focus on getting well. 


Rock stars don't have to be healthy constantly to be awesome! 


Chloe smiled, but then winced as a wave of nausea washed over her. 

‘Dear neighbor, 

Do you think | can see you soon? I've been waiting forever and | want to see you. 
If not its okay. 

Thank you, | hope to get better soon, too! 


The neighbor thought long and hard, and decided that it was about time. 


‘Tomorrow, | will show you myself. For now you need to get home and get some sleep. 


Can you do that for me? 

Chloe pouted a bit, but knew she needed to go home. 
‘Yes | can wait. 

Promise you'll show mel! 

‘Promise: 

Chloe went home and immediately went to sleep. 


The next day, her mom took her back to the doctor for a follow up, and this time she cried even harder. 


Chloe couldn't hear all the doctor said but it sounded like she wasn't going to get well for a long time. 


She heard him say ‘treatment’ a few times. 


All she could think about on the long drive home was seeing the neighbor. 


‘Dear neighbor, 
l'm back from the hospital. The docters said | have something called lookeemia, whatever that is. 


| hope its not bad. 


They said | could get treatmints. 


When can | see you?! 


There was no written reply. 


It seemed like seconds later the door unlocked, and Chloe got to her feet. 
The door opened slowly, and the person who stood there left Chloe's jaw hanging open. 


"You're Vinnie Vincent!" 


Getting Worse 


Vinnie nodded, opening the door a bit further. 

"Yes, | am." 

"You've been living beside me for months! | can't believe it!" For a moment, the utter joy emanating from Chloe 
hid how pale and sickly she really was. 

Vinnie forced a smile, leaning down to hug her. 

"I just can't believe it!" Chloe gushed. "You're my inspiration! You're one of the best guitarists ever!" 

Vinnie shrugged, "Not exactly... 

"How come you aren't still out there?" 


"Things changed..mistakes were made. Now | doubt anyone wants me out there." 


"But | dol" Chloe said happily before turning her head to cough. 

Vinnie reached out to steady her. 

"You should get home," he said worriedly, "You don't need to get any worse. " 
Unlike Chloe, he knew what leukemia was. 


"ll come see you tomorrow," Chloe promised before stumbling off the porch and going home. 


Vinnie watched her go, a deep ache in his heart. 

Would she get better? Only time would tell.. 

* * * 

Chloe was deeply asleep when her mom and dad began to fight. 


"I can't take this stress! " Daryl snapped, slamming his fists on the counter. 


"Stress is only a small part of the equation! Our daughter has CANCER, Daryl! And we need you to be strong 
and fight this like we are!" 


"She doesn't even know what she's fighting! " 

"Not yet she doesn't! We'll have to tell her eventually!" Lunette argued. 

"You think I'm going to look my daughter in the face and tell her she has a deadly disease?!" 

"Why wouldn't you? We can't hide it from her! You're just going to be a coward?!" 

‘lam not a cowardll" Daryl shouted, "| just don't see why we should tell her!" 

"You're a fool!" Lunette hissed before storming upstairs to bed, leaving Daryl seething in the kitchen 
* eK 

Weeks passed and Chloe's visits to Vinnie became fewer and fewer. 

She was getting worse. 

She now vomited every morning followed by headaches and nausea, and she was always tired and her body 
hurt. 

Her dad began drinking, and lost his job. 


He rarely came home, and it took a hard toll on the broken family. 


It was late December when the doctor said Chloe would have to have treatment. 
Lunette stood outside the hospital room, crying. 


"My husband lost his job, he isn't staying with us and-and | don't have that kind of money," She sobbed, 
utterly heartbroken, 


"But | do," a voice said from behind her. 
She looked up to see Vinnie standing there, a grim expression on his face. 


"Do | know you?" Lunette sniffed, wiping her nose with a tissue. 


"l'm your neighbor. Your daughter is a really good friend of mine." 
"| appreciate your offer, but.." 


Vinnie put a hand on her shoulder, "Trust me. | can help." 


Stand By My Side 


As Chloe's condition got worse, everything began crashing down around the family. 

Daryl got a divorce, leaving Lunette to care for Chloe alone, without a job. 

Chloe got worse. 

Luckily, Vinnie offered full support for the whole thing. 

He actually offered to live with them until things got better, and Chloe's mom agreed. 

Vinnie paid for Chloe's treatment, even though it shows no signs of getting better. 

Chloe's mom had explained what Leukemia was to Chloe, and surprisingly, Chloe took it pretty well. 

She began thinking of Vinnie as a father, and the man didn't complain when she called him "Dad". 

Vinnie began giving her lessons, showing her all the basics that she'd missed, and they would play for hours 
before she just fell asleep. 

Vinnie knew her condition was worsening, but he refused to run from it like he had with his past. 

He stood firmly beside Chloe and her mom, promising to stay till the end, whether it would be tomorrow or in 
ten years. 

Chloe's birthday rolled around in early March, and her mom, with Vinnie's assistance, took her to the mall. 


She picked out a few beautiful wigs and even a few new outfits. 


They went out to lunch at a Chinese restaurant, and the people who worked there looked like the ones in the 


Chinese commercials Chloe saw! 
She ate her entire lunch with chopsticks, and was surprised to learn Vinnie could use them, too. 


There was even a scarlet and gold dragon, but it wasn't real, it was a statue, but she still got to sit on it and 


her mom took pictures. 


After the long day, Chloe was exhausted, and she went straight to sleep when they got home. 


Lunette and Vinnie talked downstairs. 
" | can't thank you enough for helping us.." Lunette began, shaking her head. 
"You don't have to. | understand. 


| went through a rough patch for a long time, and | wish someone had helped me. 


| owe it to Chloe, really.she changed a lot of things for me, and made me see things in a different light. 


Instead of hiding from my mistakes, she showed me that | could use them as a way to rise above what | had 
become." 


Lunette smiled, wiping a few tears from her eyes. 
"She's not going to get better, is she?" She asked quietly, and Vinnie frowned. 


"| don't know..some children have been able to fight it off, and maybe she can, too. She's stronger than a lot of 
people. We just have to believe in her." 


Rock the Nation 


It was early May when the doctors said Chloe had till August. 
Her mom did as much as she could for her. 


Chloe now had to sit in a wheelchair, as she wasn't strong enough to walk anymore. 


"Chloe." Vinnie knelt in front of her, smiling. 

"Yes?" Chloe asked, the light still bright in her eyes. 

"What's something you really really want? That you've always dreamed of?" 
Chloe thought for a moment. 

"To see you in concert.and to play onstage with you." 

Vinnie's smile widened. 

"Done. How does this Saturday sound? " 

* * * 

The days leading up to Saturday were busy. 

Chloe had the task of making flyers announcing Vinnie Vincents comeback. 
Vinnie himself set up a location, informed a few official websites, and did the planning with Lunette. 


The stage didn't take long to set up, as it was outside, and Vinnie provided the speakers from a friend he'd 


been in contact with. 


Saturday arrived, and it was a cloudy day with sunshine every so often 
Vinnie drove Chloe and her mom to the "stadium" an already there were tons of people. 


"How many people would you say are here?" Vinnie asked Chloe with a wink and a smile. 


Chloe's eyes widened, "A bazillion! She said, face plastered to the car window. 


It took around an hour for Vinnie to get ready. 
He hadn't done this in so many years.. 


But then there he was, on that stage, and it felt..like an old friend. 
"How is everybody doing today?" He asked, and was answered by ‘who hoos' and ‘yeaaaaaaaaal' 
"I know | haven't been around for a long time, and some people may have forgotten who | am, but you know 


who hasn't?? A real good friend of mine. 


She's the reason l'm out here! She's the one who made me realize that you can't hide from your past forever. 


So I'd like to dedicate this concert to her.give it up for Chloe Michellel!l" 
Chloe rolled onto the stage in her wheelchair, her smile huge and happy. 
The crowd cheered, and she waved. 

Vinnie put a hand on her shoulder. 

"With that being said.. LET THE ROCK BEGIN!" 


* * * 


The concert went great, and for the last half, Chloe played onstage right beside Vinnie. 


It was the best day of her life, and one that neither she or Vinnie would ever forget. 


Chloe Michelle 


It was late August when Chloe was permanently hospitalized. 

Vinnie and Lunette stayed with her as much as possible. 

Chloe really didn't say much anymore, she was always so tired and dozed off often. 
It was a Friday afternoon when Vinnie came to visit her for the last time. 

"Hey, Chloe," Vinnie said softly, smiling. 

Chloe slowly turned her head, a smile spreading weakly across her face. 

"Hi." 

Vinnie sat on the edge of the bed, taking her hand in his. 

"Guess what, Angel? m writing a song about you." 

Chloe smiled again, "Really.? " 

"Yes." Vinnie squeezed her hand. 

Chloe began to cough, and Vinnie put a hand on her back, "Easy there." 

Chloe laid back, panting a bit. 

| can't thank you enough for all you've done for me," she rasped, and Vinnie shook his head. 
"Its YOU who did so much for ME. And | will never, ever forget that" 

Chloe smiled again, a bit weaker this time. 

"You're my little rock star, got it?" Vinnie squeezed her hand again, and she nodded. 
After a bit she began to get tired again. 

"You take a nap, okay, rock star?" 


Chloe nodded. 


"Will you be here when | wake up?" She asked, and Vinnie swallowed, 

"Of course," he said, rubbing her hand 

"Promise?" 

"| promise.” 

"| love you daddy." Chloe mumbled as she drifted off. 

Vinnie slowly stood, kissed her forehead, and smiled, tucking the blanket around his little hero. 


"| love you too, sweetheart..sweet dreams." 


* eK 


"Chloe Michelle" 


‘Id have known you for longer a time 
Had | listened from the start 
But never have | met anyone else 


With as beautiful of a heart 


You changed my life in ten seconds or less 
And for that | owe you a lot 
You had a type of innocence 


That money could never have bought 


And if | could've said one more thing 
To help you sleep in peace 
| would have sung this song to you 


And once more tucked you into the sheets 


So rest, my little angel 
Until all things are well 
Rock on up in heaven 


My little Chloe Michelle’ 


